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When high school ends, your childhood is supposed to end with it. Since you usually wind up turning eighteen around that time, I guess that’s natural. Some people are delighted at taking on the rights of adulthood, but most don’t really consider the responsibilities.

Like, what now? What do you do with your life? There’s no teacher to ask. You can consult your parents, but they don’t really know. You have to decide. Do you want to get a job or go on to college? All the more interesting jobs, especially the ones that pay well, seem to require college.

So, what did I want to be? A doctor or nurse? Uhm, no. All that blood and guts and dealing with sick people all the time? No way. A lawyer? That meant years of reading boring law books and then more years of doing boring legal research and sucking up to the boss. Not for me. I like to read, so the idea of being a librarian had some interest. But there aren’t a lot of jobs for it.

Architect? Too much math. Computers? I like being on them, but, like cars, I don’t necessarily want to know how they work. Unlike most girls, though, I wasn’t really looking for a job that had a lot of dealing with the public. 

I am an introvert, you see. I’m kind of shy, and being around a lot of strangers makes me feel very awkward and uncomfortable in case I say or do something wrong.

I’ve sort of felt that way since puberty, when adult men would notice my boobs, and boys my age would tease and taunt me about them. I responded by wearing heavier, looser clothes whenever I could and eyeing boys and men with deep suspicion.

I knew what they wanted! And I knew it would be horribly embarrassing and bring a lot more pain than pleasure to me while likely causing all kinds of stories to be told all around school! So, I graduated a virgin. I figured there’d be lots of time to experiment with sex later, when boys were more mature and had a better idea how it worked.

But the way I dressed got to kind of be a habit, as did the way I acted, which was kind of shy and withdrawn around others, and looking at guys suspiciously, like they were predators.

That didn’t mean I didn’t think about sex a lot. I was fortunate enough to be blessed with a very attractive face. I knew that from all the looks I got. And I had a great body. I knew that from looking at it naked and comparing myself to others on the internet. I knew any guy would be delighted to see me naked.

But I was too shy!

I sort of decided to take a course in Medical Records Administration by default. It’s a community college course and takes two years. It wouldn’t make me rich, but I figured it would let me be comfortably middle class.

Maybe not as comfortable as my parents, but hey, who is? They started working at a different time, when lots of well-paid jobs were around, and you could buy cars and houses cheaply. 

Anyway, I took the first year but wasn’t thrilled with it. It was sort of boring. I wasn’t sure I wanted to go back for the second year and was lazing away the summer hanging around the house trying to decide.

We have a nice house in the suburbs. It’s a bungalow and has a big back yard which has a pool in it. I’ve made regular use of that pool since I was practically an infant. But it hadn’t been very peaceful so far this year. Someone had bought the place behind ours and was doing a ton of noisy renos there, including work in their back yard.

They started in early spring but were still at it come summer. And it was starting to get frustrating. I mean, I’d get my eBook and a glass of iced tea, and my towel and sunscreen and radio and go set up by the pool and then there’d come these godawful hammering or buzzing machines!

Who wants to listen to that!?

I was rapidly getting exasperated at how long it was taking. It finally calmed down a lot, and I thought it was over, only for it to start up again, much closer, with machines working right out back just beyond our fence and hedges!

Grrrr!

I had no idea what was going on as our cedar hedges, built up over the years for privacy, were too tall to see anything. And right behind them was our six-foot-high fence. Now I’m as curious as the next girl, but the frustration was making me want to know even more.

On this particular day, the noise was so irritating that I put down my book and just glowered at the hedge and whatever was beyond it. My dad had been doing some work on the roof, though, and the ladder was still propped up there, and that gave me an idea.

Look, I’m not very good with tools and stuff, but I can handle a ladder. His ladder could either be extended straight up, or the two sides tilted in to become a step-ladder. It was heavy, but I’m in reasonably good shape, so carried it across the lawn around the pool and set it up right by the hedges as a step ladder.

Climbing, at this point, was easy. I only hesitated as I was halfway up because the hedges were here for privacy and I took advantage of that. I was wearing a particularly skimpy thong bikini, the kind I would not have dared to wear in public.

Why? Well, like I said, I knew how great my body was. Some part of me was incredibly frustrated at not being able to show it off, at not even being able to wear modest but form-fitting clothes in summer to flaunt my body. I was too shy! But, in the privacy of my back yard, I could dress in a really skimpy bikini and enjoy the thought of how hot and sexy my body was.

It was great for getting a tan, too, which was the excuse I gave myself for wearing it. And nobody would see. Except now, if I wasn’t careful and climbed too high, someone in one of the surrounding houses on the second floor might. I decided to chance it as most people would be at work, or downstairs anyway.

When I got high enough to see over the fence, I leaned in and eased the branches of two of the cedars aside enough to see what was going on. It quickly became apparent that someone was building paradise back here. They were building a pool but not like ours. It looked like a pond, very curvy, with all kinds of natural rocks around it, including a big pile of rock at one end shaped into some kind of cliff that I just bet would be a waterfall.
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